THE   BOYS   OF   THE   OLD   BRIGADE
Theirs is a veritable triumph of mind over matter,
a true exposition of the command: 'Man, cure
thyself.5   A few months ago they were lounging
about the bases and labour companies, saying they
had 'done their bit/ Some are veterans of Mons,
others the first to come up of the new army, while a
few have been territorials for years. Never was there
such age with honour, never such ripe experience,
A proper system of training and saving would have
equalised the working efficiency of the divisions
(some of which were always mediocre, others
always good - the result of chance appointments to
command) and conserved the man-power for the
last.
'What good is it/ I write, sto comb out England
to the bone, and let the dregs and so-called rubbish
rot: there are no rubbishy soldiers/ I acquire a
famous baritone singer, a territorial veteran of the
cavalry, as orderly officer, who sings to the men
In billets and to me in shellholes, and eventually
manages the transport* Great is he* greater his
voice.
A chance of leave appears and I go home. Cupid
is running ript In London. In our hotel are three
couples, the men are known to me, the girls self-
conscious. 'Mum's the word/ I get from all, and
'mum5 the word remains. It will take some time,
I think, as I look at their daring intrigues, for
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